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What have I done, or tried, or said
In thanks to that dear woman dead ?
Men triumph over women still,
Men trample women's rights at will,
And man's lust roves the world untamed,
*          *          *

0 grave, keep shut lest I be shamed.

WHAT AM I, LIFE ?

WHAT am I, Life ?   A thing of watery salt

Held in cohesion by unresting cells

Which work they know not why, which nevei

halt,

Myself unwitting where their master dwells.
I do not bid them, yet they toil, they spin;
A world which uses me as I use them,
Nor do I know which end or which begin,
Nor which to praise, which pamper, which con-
demn.

So, like a marvel hi a marvel set,
I answer to the vast, as wave by wave
The sea of air goes over, dry or wet,
Or the fall moon comes swunming from her cave,
Or the great sun comes north, this myriad I
Tingles, not knowing how, yet wondering why.
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